CHAPTER VIII
SATURNALIA IN A BATH-HOUSE
A JOURNEY through the Amazonian jungle could scarcely have been
more arduous or more awe-inspiring than the weeks and months we
spent in that great North Russian semi-Arctic waste, a desert of
snow in the winter and in summer a vast plain of boggy moss-
covered land broken by dense forests, reed-fringed lakes, and broad
expanses of crawling river. With the immensity of sky making
everything mean and worm-like below it, our little expedition had
the sensation of marching into an unending void, struggling through
a nightmare land that sucked us to it with each step we took and
baffled our hardest efforts with its own interminable emptiness.
The heat of the day played havoc with us, also the mosquitoes*
Within ten days we had as many men sick. Still we fought our way
on, dragging the loads with the horses on the river-banks wherever
there was foothold for them and, when the ground became too
marshy, sending the horses round by long detours while the barges
were poled along and towed by chains from punts which the soldiers
rowed for us.
Our first real troubles, apart from the sheer physical effort
involved, were with the soldiers themselves. We had a mked crowd?
part local peasants, part workers from Archangel, and part Red
Army men who had been drafted to the north from other districts to
help resist the White and Allied encroachment.
The Archangel workers were the steadiest element They were
good Bolsheviks, for the most part, and willing to undergo some
hardship at their new government's orders. The peasants resented
being sent on a long journey away from their homes now that the
war with the Whites was over, particularly since they were quite
frank in stating that they had fought for the Bolsheviks only to get
the Allied troops and the Whites out of the way and be given some
peace, while the others, who did not belong to this part of the world
at all and were really on their way to Petrograd to be sent home
again, were festering with discontent at having been forced into this
laborious and uncomfortable service which might take months when
comrades of theirs were already safe at home after an easy journey
by train. There was nothing of the self-sacrificing dement of Com-
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